Rearview Mirror 


Author: mesOlbb 

Bands: Soundgarden, Pearl Jam 
Characters: Chris Cornell, Eddie Vedder 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Apr 29 2020 18:22:48 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Yellow Beetle 


Author's Notes: 
Got inspired by those shaved-head pics of Chris, so this happened. 


Eddie woke to the sound of a ringing phone. It rang once, twice, before he got up to answer it 
"Ed" 

It was Stone. 

"Yeah?" Eddie replied through a yawn 

"Sorry to wake you man, but | need a favor.” 

ve 


"| left a car out front. | need you to take it to a shop for them to take a look at- it's not driving right," Stone 


explained. "There's some cash in the glove compartment that should cover it." 


Eddie nodded before realizing that Stone couldn't see him. "Yeah, yeah, alright," he said, rubbing the back of a 
hand over his eye. "I'll get to it" 


"Thanks, Eddie. | owe you one. Well, I'll catch you later," Stone said, and the call ended. 


Eddie definitely hadn't expected for the car in question to be a lemon yellow Volkswagen Beetle. With every 
start, stop, and turn he made, Eddie became less and less certain he would make it to the mechanic. The Beetle 


would pop and groan at Eddie, as if it hated going to the shop as much as Eddie did. 


By the time he pulled into the parking lot of the mechanic shop, Eddie was beyond relieved. As he eased to a 
stop in a parking spot, a man approached the driver's window. Eddie rolled it down to hear what he had to say. 


The guy was fairly tall, so he had to duck his head down a bit to talk to Eddie in the tiny Beetle. His dark hair 
was buzzed short. He had a mustache and a bit on his chin too. He wore no shirt in the July heat, and his 


bare chest shone with sweat. Several necklaces hung from his neck. 


I'm Chris," he said, sticking out a hand to shake. He'd quickly wiped his hand off on a rag tucked in the 


waistband of his jeans, but grease still was lined beneath his fingernails and in the whorls of his fingerprints. 

Eddie shook his hand and introduced himself in return. God, the guy was attract- 

"What seems to be the problem?" 

Eddie shook his head- partly at Chris's question, and partly to shake his gaze from a bead of sweat that was 
slowly winding its way down Chris's chest. "To be frank, | have no idea. This isn't even my car- I'm bringing it 
in for a friend. Said its something about the way it drives." 

Chris nodded as he listened. "If you don't mind," he said, nodding towards the car's interior. 

‘Oh, sure, sure." Eddie said quickly before climbing out and letting Chris get in 

Chris made a face as he sat down in the driver's seat. "Whew! Smells like pot in here. You smoke?" 

"Me? No, not really," Eddie replied. Did this guy smoke pot? "Well, on occasion" 


Chris chuckled. "If you wanna head on inside, Ben'll set you up as far as payments and such go." 


Eddie headed towards the front door of the shop while Chris drove the Beetle to a mechanic stall. After Eddie 
signed a few dotted lines, he had nothing to do but wait. The air conditioner in the small lobby was busted, 


practically turning the place into a sauna, so Eddie decided to sit outside. 


Chris had pulled the Beetle in. During his short drive over, he'd noticed what Eddie meant about how the car 
drove funny. Matt agreed to take a look at the engine along with Chris. 


"You spent a hot minute talkin’ to the guy, huh Chris?" Matt joked from beneath the Beetle's opened hood. 


Chris wasn't sure if the sunlight had hit his face, or if he was blushing hotly in embarrassment. Either way, 
he was glad Matt couldn't see him. "It was just small talk" 


"Right, right. Would you hand me that torque wrench?" 


"Really, it was." Chris crouched to hand the wrench over. "He's smokin’ hot. l-l mean, his friend smokes pot!" 


The words spilled out of Chris's mouth in an effort to quickly correct himself. 


He heard Matt laugh. "I was gonna go talk to him about the car, but | guess I'll let you do it. Sounds like you 


really-" 

"| get it" 

About an hour had passed before Chris came out of the stall to talk to Eddie. At this point, Eddie's shirt was 
sticking to his skin and the back of his neck was wet with sweat beneath his hair. He almost mistook Chris's 
figure for a mirage formed from the shimmering heat that rose from the asphalt. 

"You want the good news or the bad news?" Chris asked. 

Eddie leaned back into his chair. "Bad." 

"We've got no idea what's wrong." Chris would probably never see this guy again 


"And the good news?" Eddie asked with an exasperated sigh. 


Chris sat down on the hood of a nearby car. His tongue darted out between his lips to wet them. "We're 


sending it off To someone who can fix it for you- free of charge." 
"Yeah? There's no catch?" 


"Nope." A sudden idea came to Chris, and he made a split-second decision Matt would give him hell for it, but 
that could wait. "And you know what? Since your friend won't have a car to drive, he can borrow my truck ‘ti 


the Beetle's back." 


Eddie was about to politely refuse- there was no need for Chris's truck, as Stone usually carpooled around 


with Jeff and the other guys anyway- but then he thought for a moment. Stone could have Eddie's car, and 


Eddie would take Chris's truck. 
| mean, if you insist," Eddie finally said, and the pair shook hands on the deal. 
"Wait here, I'll be back in a minute." 


Eddie peered up into the truck's rearview mirror as he left the parking lot to see Chris holding up a hand in 
good-bye. It wasn't until Eddie was back at his apartment that he saw Chris's phone number scrawled in the 
dirt and grime that covered the back windshield. 


